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TAM  0'  SHANTER;  A  TALE. 


When  chapman  billies  leave  the  street,       ^ 
And  drouth y  neebors  neebors  meet, 
As  market  days  are  wearing  late, 
An'  folk  begin  to  tak  the  gate; 
While  we  sit  bousing  at  the  nappy,  • 

An'  getting  fou  and  unco  happy, 
We  think  na  o'  the  lang  Scots  miles, 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps,  and  stiles, 
That  lie  between  us  and  our  hame, 
Whaur  sits  our  sulky,  sullen  dame, 
Gath'ring  her  brows  like  gathering  storm, 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 

This  truth  fand  honest  Tarn  o'  Shantcr 
As  he,  frae  Ayr,  ae  nicht  did  canter. 
(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  surpasses 
For  honest  men  and  bonnie  lasses). 

0  Tarn !  hadst  thou  but  been  sae  Aiise 
As  taen  thy  ain  wife  Kate's  advice ! 
She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  wast  a  skellum, 
A  bleth'ring,  blust'ring,  drucken  blellnm  ; 
That  frae  November  till  October 
Ae  market  day  thou  was  no  sober, 
That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller, 
Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller : 
That  every  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on, 
The  smith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on, 
That  at  the  L — d's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 
Thou  drank  wi'  Kirton  Jean  till  Monday. 
She  prophesied  that,  late  or  soon, 
Thou  would  be  found  deep  drown' d  in  Doon, 
Or  catch' d  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk, 
By  Alio  way's  anld  haunted  kirk. 
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Ah,  gentle  dames  !  it  gars  me  greet 
To  think  how  monie  counsels  sweet, 
How  monie  lengthen'd  sage  advices 
The  husband  frae  the  wife  despises ! 

But  to  our  tale  :  ae  market  night 
Tarn  had  got  planted  unco  right, 
Fast  by  an  ingle  bleezing  finely, 
Wi'  reaming  swats  that  drank  divinely ; 
And  at  his  elbow  Souter  Johnny, 
His  ancient,  trust}r,  drouthy  crony; 
Tarn  lo'ed  him  like  a  vera  brither, 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeks  thegither. 
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TAM    O     SHANTER. 

Tne  night  drave  on  wi'  sangs  and  clatter, 
And  aye  the  ale  was  growing  better ; 
The  landlady  and  Tarn  grew  gracious 
"Wi'  favours  secret,  sweet,  and  precious ; 
The  Souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories, 
The  landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus, 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle, 
Tarn  didna  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy, 
E'en  drown'd  himself  amang  the  nappy; 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure, 
The  minutes  wing'd  their  way  wi'  pleasure, 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tarn  was  glorious, 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious. 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seize  the  llow'r,  its  bloom  is  shed ; 
Or  like  the  snow-falls  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white — then  melts  for  ever, 
Or  like  the  borealis  race, 
That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place, 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form, 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm — 
Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide  ; 
The  hour  approaches  Tarn  maun  ride  ; 
That  hour  o'  night's  black  arch  the  key-stane, 
That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in, 
And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in, 
As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last, 
The  rattling  show'rs  rose  on  the  blast, 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallow' d, 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang  the  thunder  bollow'd: 
That  night  a  child  might  understand 
The  Deil  had  business  on  his  hand. 

Weel  mounted  on  his  gray  mare  Meg — 
A  better  never  lifted  leg — 
Tarn  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire, 
I  h  -]>ising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire  ; 
Whiles  holding  East  his  gnid  blue  bonnet, 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  gome  auld  Scots  sonnet, 
Whiles  glow'ring  round  wi'  prudent  can   . 
Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawan  b; 
Kirk- Alleyway  was  drawing  nigh, 
Where  ghaists  and  houlets  nightly  cry. 

By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  ford, 
Whaur  in  the  Bnaw  the  chapman  smoorM, 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  *tano, 
Whaur  drucken  Charlie  brak's  neck  bane, 
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And  tlii*o'  the  v   lins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whaur  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bairn, 
And  near  the  thorn  abune  the  well, 
Whaiir  Mungo's  mither  hang'd  hersel'. 
Before  him  Doon  pours  all  bis  floods, 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  the  woods, 
The  lightnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole, 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll, 
When  glimm'ring  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk-Alloway  seem'd  in  a  bleeze; 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing, 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. — 
Inspiring  bold  John  Barleycorn ! 
"What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn ! 
Wi'  tippenny  we  fear  riae  evil, 
Wi'  usquabae  we'll  face  the  Devil! — 
The  swuts  sae  ream'd  in  Tammie's  noddle, 
Fair  play,  he  cared  na  Deils  a  bodle ; 
But  Maggie  stood  right  sair  astonish'd, 
Till,  by  the  heel  and  hand  admonii-h'd, 

ventured  forward  on  the  light, 
And,  vow !  Tarn  saw  an  unco  sight- 
Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  dance ; 
Nae  cotillon  brent  new  frae  France, 
But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspeys,  and  reels, 
Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 

A  winnock-bunker  in  the  east, 
There  sat  Aulcl  Nick  in  shape  o'  beast, 
A  towsie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large, 
To  gie  them  music  was  his  chai  _ 
He  screw' d  the  pipes  and  gart  them  skirl, 
Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  dirl. 
Coffins  stood  round  like  open  presses, 
That  shaw'd  the  dead  in  their  last  dresses, 
And  by  some  devilish  cantrip  slight, 
Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light 
By  which  heroic  Tarn  was  able 
To  note  upon  the  haly  table : — 
A  murderer's  banes  in  gibbet  airns, 
Twa  span-lang,  wee,  unchristen'd  bairns, 
A  thief  new  cutted  frae  a  rape 
Wi'  his  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape, 
Five  tomahawks  wi'  bluid  red  rusted, 
Five  scimitars  wi'  murder  crusted, 
A  garter  which  a  babe  had  strangled, 
A  knife  a  father's  throat  had  mangled, 
Whom  his  ain  son  o'  life  bereft, 
The  gray  hairs  yet  stuck  to  the  heft, 
Three  lawyers'  tongues  turn'd  inside  out, 
Wi'  lies  seam'd  like  a  beggar's  clout, 
And  priests'  hearts,  rotten,  black  as  muck, 
Lay  stinking,  vile,  in  every  neuk, 
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Wi'  mair  o*  horrible  and  a 

Which  ev'n  to  name  wad  be  unlawful'. 

As  Tammie  glower'd,  amazed  and  cui 
The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious, 
The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew, 
The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew ; 
They  reel'd,  they  set,  they  cross' d,  they  cleekit, 
Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit, 
And  eoost  her  duddies  to  the  waik, 
And  linket  at  it  in  her  sark. 

Now  Tarn,  O  Tarn!  had  they  been  queans 
A'  plump  and  strapping  in  their  teens, 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshie  fiannen, 
Been  snaw- white  seventeen-hunder  linen, 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair, 
That  ance  were  plush  o'  guid  blue 
I  wad  hae  gien  them  aff  my  hurdies 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonnie  1  urdies  ! 

But  withor'd  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Lowping  and  flinging  on  a  crummock, 
I  wonder  didna  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tarn  kenn'd  what  was  what  fu'  brawlie, 
There  was  ae  winsome  wench  and  walie, 
That  night  enlisted  in  the  corps, 
(Lang  after  kenn'd  on  Curricle  shore, 
For  monie  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot, 
And  perish'd  monie  a  bonnie  b 
And  shook  baith  meikle  corn  and  hoar, 
And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear,) 
Her  cutty-sark  o'  Paisley  horn, 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  -.vein, 
In  longitude  tho'  sorely  soanty, 
It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  vauntie, 
Ah!  little  kenn'd  thy  c  grannie, 

That  sark  she-  coft  fo]  onie, 

Wi'  twa  pund  Scots  ■" 
Wad  ever  graced  a  de 

But  here  my  Muse  h  un  cow'r, 

Sic  flights  are  far  behind  her  poWr, 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  i  id  flang — 
A  souplejad  she  was,  and 
And  how  Tarn  stood  like  ane  bewitch'd, 
And  thought  his  very  < ■•  a  enrich'd, 
Ev'n  Satan  glowr'dand  fidg'd  in  vain, 
And  hotch'd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  main, 
Till  first  ae  cap<  r,  syne  anither, 
Tarn  tint  hi  fchegither, 

And  roars  out,  "  Weel  done,  Cutty-sark  !" 
And  in  an  instant  a'  was  dark  : 

And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  rallied 

When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied ! 
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As  bees  bizz  out  wi'  angry  fyke 
"When  plund'ring  herds  assail  their  byke, 
As  open  pussie's  mortal  foes, 
When,  pop  !  she  starts  before  their  nose, 
As  eager  runs  the  market-crowd 
When  "  Catch  the  thief!"  resounds  aloud ; 
So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 
WT  monie  an  eldritch  screech  and  hollow. 

Ah,  Tarn  !  ah,  Tarn !  thou' 11  get  thy  fairin' ! 
In  hell  they'll  roast  thee  like  a  herrin' ! 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comin.' ! 
Kate  soon  will  be  a  woefu/,,woman ! 
Now,  do  thy  speedy  utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stane  of  the  brig ; 
There  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  toss, 
A  running  stream  they  darena  cross, 
But  ere  the  key-stane  she  could  make 
The  fient  a  tail  she  had  to  shake ; 
For  Nannie,  far  before  the  rest, 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  prest, 
And  flew  at  Tarn  wi'  furious  ettle ; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle — 
Ae  spring  brought  aff  her  maister  hale, 
But  left  behind  her  ain  gray  tail, 
The  carlin  claught  her  by  the  rump, 
And  left  puir  Maggie  scarce  a  stump. 

Now,  wha  this  tale  o'  truth  shall  read 
Ilk  man  and  mither's  son  take  heed  : 
Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  inclined, 
Or  cutty-sarks  run  in  your  mind, 
Think — ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear, 
Remember  Tarn  o'  Shanter's  mare. 
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LAYING  THE  FOUNDATION   STONE  OF  THE 
MONUMENT. 


The  foundation  stone  of  the  Monument  to  Robert  Burns  was 
laid  with  Masonic  honours,  on  the  banks  of  "  bonnie  Doon," 
and  near  Alio  way  Kirk  and  the  "  Auld  Brig,"  on  the  2oth  day 
of  January,  1820,  being  the  anniversary  of  the  great  Poet's 
birth.  The  mevement  to  erect  a  suitable  structure  in  honour  of 
the  Poet  originated  with  Mr  Alexander  Boswell,  M.P.  for  the 
county.  He  convened  a  meeting,  presided  at  it.  and  carried  out 
the  whole  arrangements.  No  sooner  was  the  idea  made  public 
through  the  press  than  subscriptions  began  to  flow  in  from  all 
parts  of  the  United  Kingdom,  including  a  handsome  subscrip- 
tion from  the  Prince  Regent,  afterwards  George  IY.  Sub- 
scribers responded  to  the  call  from  every  land  where  a  Scotch- 
man was  to  be  found,  so  that  long  ere  the  Monument  was 
completed,  the  whole  sum  required,  some  £3300,  was  subscribed. 
The  design  for  the  Monument  was  furnished  by  Mr  Hamilton, 
architect,  Edinburgh.  The  base  is  triangular,  representing  the 
three  districts  of  Ayrshire — Kyle,  Carrick,  and  Cuninghame — 
in  the  centre  of  which  there  is  an  apartment  sixteen  feet  in 
height  by  eighteen  feet  in  diameter.  Above  the  triangular  part 
of  the  building  a  range  of  nine  graceful  columns  of  the 
Corinthian  order  ascends,  which  are  surmounted  b)r  a  cupola, 
crowned  by  a  tripod.  The  builder  of  the  Monument  was  Mr 
John  Connell. 

On  the  eventful  2oth  of  January  large  deputations  from  all 
the  Masohic  Lodges  in  Ayrshire,  accompanied  by  numerous 
bands  of  music,  began  to  assemble  on  the  Racecourse,  and  by 
eleven  o'clock,  the  hour  appointed,  and  notwithstanding  the  in- 
clemency of  the  weather,  the  following  lodges  were  present, 
viz.: — 

Mother  Kilwinning, No. . . 

Maybole, 10 

Kilmarnock  St  John's, 24 

Newmills, 46 

Glasgow  Particle  Kilwinning, 64 

Monkton  Navigation, 8  t 

Ayr  Kilwinning, 123 

Newton  Ayr  St  James's, , 124 

Kilmarnock  Si  Andrew's, 120 

Stowarton  Thistle, 126 

Tarbolton  St  David's, L31 

Tarbolton  St  James's, 133 

I  rvine  St  Andrew's, 117 

Ayr  Royal  Anh, 163 

Bteveoston  Thistle  ami  Rose, 167 
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Maybole  Royal  Arch 197 

Muirkirk  St  Thomas'? 200 

Riccarton  St  Clement's, 101 

Ayr  and  Renfrew  St  Paul's, 203 

Ayr  Newton  St  Andrew's 209 

Fenwick  Moira, 221 

Old  Cumnock  St  Barnabas, 230 

Mauchline  St  Mungo's,.. 240 

Kilmarnock  St  James'?.. 270 

After  being  formed  into  marching  order,  the  procession,  with 
numerous  banners  flying,  masonic  emblems  displayed,  and  ap- 
propriate music,  proceeded  to  the  site  chosen  for  the  Monument, 
and  none  more  appropriate  could  have  been  selected.  On  one 
side  is  Alio  way  Kirk,  and  on  the  other  the  Auld  Brig  of  Doon, 
both  made  famous  in  the  Poem  of  Tarn  o'  Shanter,  which  was 
considered  by  Bums  himself,  and  also  by  many  of  his  best 
critics,  to  be  the  masterpiece  of  his  muse ;  for  whether  we  con- 
sider the  force  and  accuracy  of  description,  the  interesting  and 
awakening  combination  of  incidents  brought  forward,  or  the 
powerful  union  of  the  humorous,  the  pathetic,  and  the  sublime, 
in  a  manner  which  is  not  to  be  met  with  in  any  other  com- 
position in  any  language — it  is  admitted  to  be  a  most  wonderful 
poetic  production. 

The  scenery  too,  by  which  the  Monument  is  surrounded,  is 
exceedingly  beautiful  and  picturesque.  Should  the  tourist  wish 
to  see  it  at  a  glance,  and  can  afford  the  time,  let  him  proceed 
along  the  New  Bridge,  and  ascend  the  rising  ground  for  about 
a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and.  when  he  attains  the  height  let  him  look 
back,  and  he  will  secure  a  view  that  is  nowhere  else  to  be  seen 
in  Scotland.  In  the  foreground  is  the  Monument,  the  Auld 
Brig,  and  Alloway  Kirk,  while  a  little  farther  on  is  the  Cottage, 
with  its  thatch-covered  roof,  where  the  Poet  was  born.  To  the 
left  is  the  blue  Frith  of  Clyde  gleaming  in  the  summer  sun  like 
a  silver  sea,  and  stretching  onward  far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  till 
ocean  and  fleecy  cloud  become  blended  into  one.  Behind  are  the 
brown  hills  of  Carrick  and  the  storm-washed  Ailsa  Craig ;  while 
to  the  right  are  the  Craigs  of  Kyle  and  the  distant  Cumnock  and 
Muirkirk  hills.  To  the  left,  looking  straight  across  the  Frith, 
are  the  lofty  and  heather-clad  hills  of  Arran.  Looking  land- 
ward again,  the  town  of  Ayr,  with  its  fine  tower  and  spire,  fills 
up  the  picture,  the  intervening  space  being  dotted  here  and  tnere 
with  elegant  mansions,  snug  cottages,  leafy  trees,  and  all  the 
variegated  accessories  that  make  this  lovely  panorama  of  hill 
and  dale  one  of  the  most  enjoyable  to  be  found  in  the  land  of 
"  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood." 

I  But  to  return  to  the  procession  of  the  Masonic  brethren.  On 
arriving  at  the  site  of  the  Monument,  and  having  formed  an  ex- 
tensive circle,  the  Most  Worshipful  Grand  Master  (Mr  Alexander 
Boswell  of  Auchinleck)  proceeded,  in  accordance  with  ancient 
Masonic  custom,  to  lay  the  foundation  stone.  Within  the  cavity 
were  deposited  the  coins  of  the  realm,  the  local  newspapers,  and 
also  a  brass  plate  bearing  the  following  inscription  : — 


THE    MOXCMENT.  i* 

By  the  favour  of  Almightj-  God, 

On  the  Twenty-fifth  day  of  January,  A.D.  MDCCCXX., 

of  the  Era  of  Masonry,  5820, 

And  in  the  Sixtieth  Year  of  the  Reign  of  our  Beloved  Sovereign 

George  the  Third, 

His  .Royal  Highness,  George  Prince  of  Wales,  "being 

Regent  of  the  United  Kingdom, 

and  a  munificent  Subscriber  to  the  Edifice, 

the  Foundation  Stone  of  this  Monument, 

Erected  by  Public  Subscription  in  honour  of  the  genius  of 

ROBERT      BURNS, 

the  Ayrshire  Poet, 

was  laid 

by  Alexander  Boswell,  Esquire,  of  Auchinleck,  M.P., 

Worshipful  Depute  Grand  Master  of  the  Most  Ancient 

Mother  Lodge  Kilwinning, 

(Attended  by  all  the  Mason  Lodges  in  Ayrshire,) 

according  to  the  ancient  usages  of  Masonry. 

Thomas   Hamilton,  Junior,  Edinburgh,  Architect. 

John  Connel,  Junior,  Builder  and  Contractor. 

The  Grand  Master  having  placed  the  stone,  and  applied  to  it 
the  square  and  mallet,  declared  it  to  be  a  well  laid  stone. 
After  having,  according  to  ancient  usage,  poured  corn,  wine, 
and  oil  on  the  stone,  he  proceeded  to  deliver  the  following 
oration : — 

"  Brethren, — May  corn,  wine,  aod  oil  abound;  may  all  that 
is  useful  and  ornamental  be  cultivated  amongst  us;  and  may  all 
that  can  invigorate  the  body,  or  elevate  the  soul,  shed  their 
blest  influence  on  our  native  land. 

"  We  have  at  length  assembled  to  pay  a  grateful,  although  a 
tardy,  tribute  to  the  genius  of  Robert  Burns,  our  Ayrshire 
Poet,  and  the  Bard  of  Coila.  There  surely  lives  not  the  man 
so  dull,  so  flinty  or  phlegmatic,  who  could  witness  this  event 
without  emotion.  But  to  those  whose  heart-strings  have 
thrilled  responsive  to  the  chords  of  the  Poet's  lyre — whose 
bosoms  have  swelled,  like  his,  with  love  and  friendship,  with 
tenderness  and  sympathy,  have  glowed  with  patriotism,  or 
panted  for  glory — this  hour  must  be  an  hour  of  exultation. 
Whether  we  consider  the  time,  the  place,  or  the  circumstances, 
there  is  enough  to  inter)  -I  in  each;  but  these  combined,  and  at 
once  in  operation  on  our  feelings  and  our  fancies — his  muse, 
alas !  is  mute,  who  could  alone  have  dared  to  paint  the  loud 
breathings  of  such  an  assembly  at  such  a  moment. 

"  When  we  consider  the  time,  we  cannot  forgi  t  that  this  day 
IS  the  anniversary  of  that  which  gave  our  Poet  \<>  the  light  of 
heaven.  Bleak  is  the  prosped  around  Oi  ;  the  wood,  the  haw- 
thorn, and  "  tin'  bii  ken  ahaw"  are  leafless;  Dot  a  thrush  has  yet 
essayed  to  clear  the  furrow  <1  brow  "I  winter;  but  this  we  know 
shall  pass  away,  give   place,  and  be  succeeded  by  the  buds  of 
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spring  and  the  blossoms  of  summer.  Chill  and  cheerless  was 
our  Poet's  natal  day,  but  soon  the  wild  flowers  of  poesy  sprung 
as  it  were  beneath  his  boyish  tread;  they  opened  as  he  advanced, 
expanded  as  he  matured,  until  he  revelled  in  all  the  richness  of 
luxuriance. 

"Poverty  and  disappointment  hung  frowning  around  him, 
and  haunted  his  path,  but  soothed  and  charmed  by  the  fitful 
visits  of  his  native  muse,  and  crowned,  as  in  a  vision,  with  the 
holly  wreath,  he  wantoned  in  a  fairyland,  the  bright  creation  of 
his  own  vivid  and  enrapt  imagination.  His  musings  have  been 
our  delight.  Men  of  the  loftiest  talents,  and  of  taste  the  most 
refined,  have  praised  them ; — men  of  strong  and  sterling,  but 
untutored  intellect,  have  admired  them; — the  poet  of  the  heart 
is  the  poet  of  mankind. 

"  When  we  consider  the  place,  let  us  remember  that  these  very 
scenes  which  we  now  look  upon  awakened  in  his  youthful  breast 
that  animating  spark  which  burst  upon  the  world  in  a  blaze  of 
inspiration.  In  yonder  cottage  he  first  drew  breath — in  that 
depository  of  the  lowly  dead  sleeps  the  once  humble,  now  im- 
mortal model  of  the  cottage  life — there  rests  his  pious  father — 
and  there  it  was  his  fond  and  anxious  wish  that  his  dust  should 
have  been  mingled  with  the  beloved  and  kindred  ashes.  Below 
us  flows  the  Doon,  the  classic  Doon,  but  made  classic  by  his 
harmony;  there  gliding  through  the  woods,  and  laving  his  banks 
and  braes,  he  rolls  his  clear  and  "  far  fetch'd  waters"  to  the 
ocean.  Before  us  stand  the  ruins  of  Kirk  Alloway,  shrouded  in 
all  the  mystic  imagery  with  which  it  is  enveloped  by  his  magic 
spells— Kirk  Alloway !  to  name  it  is  enough. 

"  If,  then,  the  time  and  place  are  so  congenial  with  our  fond 
impressions,  the  circumstances  which  have  enabled  us  to  carry 
into  effect  this  commemoration  of  our  Bard  must  give  delight  to 
every  enthusiastic  mind. 

"  In  every  region  where  our  language  is  heard,  the  song  of 
Burns  gives  rapture — and  from  every  region,  and  from  climes 
the  most  remote,  the  votive  offerings  have  poured,  in  to  aid  our 
undertaking ;  and  the  Edifice  which  we  have  now  begun  shall 
stand  a  proud  and  lasting  testimony  of  the  world's  admiration. 
Not  on  the  banks  of  Doon  alone,  or  hermit  Ayr,  or  the  romantic 
Lugar,  echo  repeats  the  songs  of  Burns ;  but  amidst  the  wild 
forests  of  Columbia,  and  scorching  plains  of  Indostan — on  the 
banks  of  the  Mississippi,  the  St  Lawrence,  and  the  Ganges,  his 
heart-touching  melody  floats  on  the  breeze. 

"  This  M  onument  rises  like  the  piled  Cairn  over  our  Warriors 
of  old — each  man  casts  a  stone ;  and  in  honour  of  him,  the  son 
of  a  cottar,  and  himself  a  ploughman,  our  Prince,  with  the  true 
feelings  of  true  greatness,  and  more  illustrious  by  this  act  of 
generosity,  pays  here  his  tribute  at  the  shrine  of  genius.  May 
the  work  prosper,  and  when  happily  completed,  then  may  it  tell 
to  future  generations  that  the  age  which  could  produce  a  Burns, 
was  rich  also  in  those  who  could  appreciate  his  talents,  and  who, 
while  they  felt  and  owned  the  power  of  his  muse,  have  honoured 
his  name." 
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The  Oration — delivered  with  all  the  energy  and  feeling-  for 
which  the  Grand  Master  was  so  celebrated — was  received  by  the 
assembled  thousands  with  enthusiastic  applause.  The  Eev. 
Hamilton  Paul  of  Broughton  concluded  the  ceremony  with  an 
appropriate  prayer.  The  whole  assemblage  then  gave  three 
hearty  cheers,  after  which  the  procession  was  re-formed,  and 
returned  in  order  to  Ayr.  Having  "  lodged"  the  Grand  Master 
in  due  form,  the  various  Lodges  proceeded  to  their  respective 
Lodge  Rooms-  -all  of  which,  in  honour  of  the  occasion,  were 
handsomely  decorated — and  having  dined,  spent  the  evening 
harmoniously,  the  songs  of  Burns  being  a  grand  feature  of  the 
evening's  enjoyment. 

The  Grand  Lodge  having  been  "opened"  in  the  King's  Arms 
Hall — Grand  Master  Boswell  in  the  East — deputations  from 
sister  Lodges  began  to  arrive.  Many  patriotic  toasts  were  pro- 
posed and  heartily  responded  to ;  and  the  Grand  Master,  in 
proposing  as  a  toast  "  the  Admirers  of  Burns,"  took  occasion  to 
notice  some  particulars  relative  to  the  subscriptions  which  had 
been  obtained  for  the  Monument ;  and  among  those  gentlemen 
who  had  particularly  interested  themselves  in  the  movement,  he 
mentioned,  in  terms  of  high  respect,  Sir  James  Shaw,  and 
William  Fairley,  Esq.,  London.  He  said  that  through  the 
exertions  of  these  gentlemen  large  sums  had  been  remitted,  in 
furtherance  of  the  undertaking,  from  the  East  Indies,  from 
America,  and  from  London,  where  a  higher  enthusiasm  in  favour 
of  Burns  and  his  writings  seemed  to  prevail  than  in  his  native 
country.  This  was  not  to  be  wondered  at,  because  the  glowing 
descriptions  which  he  gives  of  scenes  and  feelings  so  congenial 
to  Scotchmen,  must  have  an  effect  proportionate  to  the  distance 
to  which  they  are  removed  from  their  native  land. 

The  Grand  Master  afterwards  sang,  with  great  power  and 
feeling,  the  following  song,  which  he  had  written  for  the 
occasion : — 

Vain  thought !  but  had  Burns  ever  witness' d  a  meeting 
Of  souls  so  congenial,  and  warm'd  with  such  fire, 

The  wild  flow  of  fancy  in  ecstasy  greeting, 
Ah !  what  might  have  been  the  bold  notes  of  his  lyre  ? 

As  rays  by  reflection  are  doubled  and  doubled, 
His  bosom  had  swelled  to  your  cheering  reply, 

Soft  sympathy  soothing  the  heart  that  was  troubled, 
A  smile  for  his  mirth,  for  his  sorrow  a  sigh. 

Admired  but  unaided,  how  dark  was  his  story, 
I  li^  struggles  we  know,  and  his  efforts  wo  prize, 

From  murky  neglect,  as  the  flamo  bursts  to  glory, 
Ee  rose,  self-embalm' d,  and  detraction  defies. 

A  ploughman  he  was  :  would  that  smiles  of  false  favour 
Had  nerer  decoyed  him  from  home  and  his  team, 

And  taught  all  his  hopes  and  his  wishes  to  waver, 
And  snatching  reality,  left  him— a  dream. 
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To  rank  and  to  title,  due  deference  owing, 

"We  bow,  as  befitting  society's  plan; 
But  judgment  awaken' d,  and  sympathy  glowing, 

We  pass  all  distinctions,  and  rest  upon — Man. 

And  from  the  poor  hind,  who,  his  day's  task  completed, 
With  industry's  pride  to  his  hovel  returns, 

To  him,  who  in  royalty's  splendour  is  seated, 
If  soul  independent  be  found,  'twas  in  Burns. 

His  birthright  his  Muse !  like  the  lark  in  the  morning, 
How  blythely  he  caroll'd  in  praise  of  the  fair ; 

When  nature  enraptured,  and  artifice  scorning, 
How  sweet  were  his  notes  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr ! 

And  near  to  that  spot  where  his  kindred  dust  slumbers, 
And  mark'd  by  the  Bard  on  the  tablets  of  fame, 

And  near  the  thatch' d  roof  where  he  first  lisp'd  in  numbers, 
We'll  raise  a  proud  tribute  to  honour  his  name. 

The  harmony  of  the  Lodge  was  kept  up  till  a  late  hour,  the 
Grand  Master  being  ably  supported  by  many  worthy  brethren 
of  the  Ayr  and  other  Lodges. 
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